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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



The sword fell down: I heard a knell; 

I thought that ease was best; 
And sullen men that buy and sell 

Were host, and I was guest. 
All unashamed I sat with swine, 

We shock the dice for war; 
The night was drunk with an evil wine — 

But she went on before. 

She rode a steed of the sea-foam breed, 

All faery <was her blade, 
And the armour on her tender limbs 

Was of the moonshine made. 



I hear them all, my fathers call, 

I see them how they ride, 
And where had been that rout obscene 

Was an army straight with pride. 
A hundred thousand marching men, 

Of squadrons twenty score, 
And after them all the guns, the guns, 

But she went on before. 

Her face •urns like the king's command 
When all the swords are drawn. 

She stretched her arms and smiled at us, 

Her head was higher than the hills. 

She led us to the endless plains. 
We lost her in the dawn. 



H.M. 



Pilgrimage, by Eric Shepherd. Longmans, Green & Co. 

Because of its absolute sincerity one likes and respects this 
book even though not in accord with its religious doctrines 
or its doctrines of art. The emotion and the craftsmanship 
are so honest, so lucid and basically sound, one wonders what 
poetry Mr. Shepherd would have given us if he had come to 
see the world with equal sincerity through different glasses. 
There is a delicacy and perfection of form in these poems 

[108] 



Other Books of Verse 

which suggests The Shropshire Lad, and the same blending 
of intimacy with reserve. H. H. 

City Dust, by Jane Burr. Frank Shay, New York. 

The best poems in this book are those that have to do with 
people, but only the "Tilly" ones are really good. The 
foundling baby is a delightful enviable baby, but not quite 
sublimated into poetry. The Lunger on the Roof and the 
wife in The Old Debt sound as if the writer had not yet 
come into sharp enough realization of these people to make 
them live in poems. The tone of the book is journalistic, 
and one wishes Jane Burr had waited a little longer before 
going into print. H. H. 

CORRESPONDENCE 

COALS OF FIRE FROM THE COWBOY POET 

Dear Madam: A friend called my attention to the version 
of my Glory Trail appearing in your August issue, also to 
your.editorial announcement that I was "unknown." I men- 
tally admitted the truth of the latter statement, but felt 
pained that my obscurity should be trumpeted about the 
country through the pages of your excellent magazine. To- 
day, however, I saw your September issue and my wounds 
are healed. While I am in a good humor I will set an 
honest heel squarely upon the corns of my writhing egotism 
and confess that you are right in saying that the cow- 
punchers' version of the song is an improvement over the 
original. 

During my years on the ranch in the border country I had 
no idea that more than one or two of my companions of the 
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